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Out  of  a  monstrous  travail  these  began, 

The  brooding  mountains  and  the  moaning  sea, 

The  fruit  of  what  gigantic  agony  : 

What  Titan  anguish  wrought  the  heart  of  man 


<:    We  take  the  heavy  beatings  of  the  heart, 

\    We  wring  from  it  its  sacrifice  of  pain, 
j    We  take  the  mad  propulsion  of  the  brain, 
And  out  of  these  we  build  our  puny  art. 

•)   Is  it  for  this  Love  pierces  as  a  sword? 
Is  it  for  this  the  sorrowing  overflow 
Of  one  full  heart  would  drown  a  world  in  woe  ? 
j    Is  it  for  this — to  make  a  lovely  word  ? 

{/} 

We  build,  we  build,  we  mortice  with  our  blood 

The  towers  that  rear  our  longings  to  the  sky. 
Is  it  in  vain  we  bear  our  hearts  so  high, 

see  what  we  have  made  and  call  it  good  ? 


*  The  ecstasy  and  anguish  fall  away, 

IL  The  night  of  travail  ends,  a  world  is  born  : 

Shall  we,  who  knew  the  splendour  of  that  morn, 
_.  Forget  we  shared  Thy  glory  for  a  day  ? 
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THE  LIVING  CHALICE 

THE  Mother  sent  me  on  the  holy  quest 
Timid  and  proud  and  curiously  dressed 
In  vestures  by  her  hand  wrought  wondrously ; 
An  eager  burning  heart  she  gave  to  me. 
The  Bridegroom's  Feast  was  set  and  I  drew 

nigh- 
Master  of  Life,  Thy  Cup  has  passed  me  by. 


Before  new-dressed  I  from  the  Mother  came, 
In  dreams  I  saw  the  wondrous  Cup  of  Flame  ; 
Ah,    Divine    Chalice,    how   my  heart    drank 

deep, 

Waking  I  sought  the  Love  I  knew  asleep. 
The  Feast  of  Life  was  set  and  I  drew  nigh — 
Master    of   Life,    Thy    Cup    has    passed    me 

by. 
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Eyes  of  the  Soul,  awake,  awake  and  see 
Growing  within  the  Ruby  Radiant  Tree, 
Sharp  pain  hath  wrung  the  Clusters  of  my  Vine  ; 
My  heart  is  rose-red  with  its  brimmed  wine. 
Thou  hast  new-set  the  Feast  and  I  draw  nigh- 
Master  of  Life  take  me,  thy  Cup  am  I. 


THE  BURDEN  OF  THE  DOOR- 
KEEPER 

WE  tend  the  bodies  of  the  newly  born, 
Stay  with  our  hopeful  hands  the  helpless  head, 
And  unto  us  they  come  the  newly  dead, 
You  are  all  ours  at  evening  and  at  morn. 

Oh  what  to  us  your  little  slights  and  scorns, 
You  who  dethrone  us  with  a  careless  breath. 
God  made  us  awful  queens  of  birth  and  death, 
And  set  upon  our  brows  His  crown  of  thorns. 

Oh  who  can  bear  the  glory  that  we  bear. 
And  who  can  know  the  anguish  of  our  state 
To  whom  all  things,  in  being  sublimate, 
The  austere  majesties  of  godhood  wear. 


A  PRAYER 

A  PRIESTESS  of  the  Lord  I  prayed 
At  one  bright  altar  day  by  day, 

Gay  offerings  my  people  made 
And  easy  prayers  they  did  pray. 

From  this  sweet  service  now  I  go 
Into  the  temple  courts  within 

Where  in  the  gloom  red  altars  glow 
With  burnt  offerings  for  sin. 

Give  me  great  words  my  soul  to  wake 
For  the  great  ways  that  I  shall  tread, 

They  need  a  kingly  speech  who  take 
The  lordly  pathways  of  the  dead. 


IMMORTALITY 

AGE  cannot  reach  me  where  the  veils  of  God 

Have  shut  me  in, 
For  me  the  myriad  births  of  stars  and  suns 

Do  but  begin, 
And  here  how  fragrantly  there  blows  to  me 

The  holy  breath, 

Sweet  from  the  flowers  and  stars  and  hearts  of 
men, 

From  life  and  death. 


We  are  not  old,  O  heart,  we  are  not  old, 

The  breath  that  blows 
The  soul  aflame  is  still  a  wandering  wind 

That  comes  and  goes  ; 

And    the   stirred    heart   with    sudden    raptured 
life 

A  moment  glows. 


IMMORTALITY 

A  moment  here — a  bulrush's  brown  head 

In  the  grey  rain, 
A  moment  there — a  child  drowned  and  a  heart 

Quickened  with  pain  ; 

The  name  of  Death,  the  blue  deep  heaven,  the 
scent 

Of  the  salt  sea, 
The  spicy  grass,  the  honey  robbed 

From  the  wild  bee. 

Awhile  we  walk  the  world  on  its  wide  roads 

And  narrow  ways, 
And  they  pass  by,  the  countless  shadowy  troops 

Of  nights  and  days  ; 
We  know  them  not,  O  happy  heart, 

For  you  and  I 
Watch  where  within  a  slow  dawn  lightens  up 

Another  sky. 


CARRICK 

I  WILL  not  walk  these  roads  of  pain, 
I  will  turn  back  to  youth  again. 
'Tis  full  sunlight,  though  past  the  noon, 
The  night  will  not  come  very  soon, 
And  if  you  haste  we  may  lie  down 
Before  sunset  in  Carrick  town. 

O  brothers,  sisters,  come  with  me. 
The  old  house  still  stands  there,  you  see, 
My  little  red-haired  Tories,1  come, 
For  none  can  shut  the  door  of  home. 
We  're  safe  before  the  sun  goes  down, 
And  sleep  is  sweet  in  Carrick  town. 

O  hide  me,  Carrick,  shut  me  in. 
Here  in  your  little  streets  begin 

1  Irish  name  for  rogues  or  robbers. 
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CARRICK 

Again  for  me  the  young  surprise 

Of  life,  give  back  the  eager  eyes, 

The  bounding  hearts,  the  hands  that  clung, 

The  songs  our  comrade  voices  sung. 

See  our  own  window  set  so  high 

To  catch  the  wonder  of  the  sky. 

Come  Brown  Eyes,  Blue  Eyes,  Curly  Head. 

O  come,  my  living,  come,  my  dead. 

O  Death,  how  did  you  find  the  way 

You  tread  so  certainly  to-day  ? 

No  bigger  than  a  bulrush,  I 
Beside  the  rushy  Shannon  cry. 
There  are  no  children  on  the  shore, 
The  singing  voices  sing  no  more, 
The  sea  draws  all  her  rivers  down, 
And  love  has  sailed  from  Carrick  town. 


LIGHT  OF  LIGHTS 

IT  was  Good  Friday  and  the  Lord 

Was  nailed  unto  the  cross  again, 
And  through  the  gloomy  hours  each  word 

Of  those  seven  words  wrung  out  by  pain, 
Strung  on  its  litany  of  woes, 

Was  chanted  with  a  sobbing  breath, 
Exotic  lamentations  rose, 

The  congregations  worshipped  Death. 


The  Lord  rode  out  with  a  gay  train 

Over  the  sunway  of  the  skies, 
All  heaven  hung  on  His  bridle-rein 

The  darling  of  its  hierarchies. 
He  rode  high  over  Christian  lands, 

And,  stooping  down  His  bright  godhead, 
Saw  wailing  men  raise  abject  hands 

Unto  One  hanging  shamed  and  dead. 
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LIGHT  OF  LIGHTS 

Then  for  a  little  moment's  space 

The  Cherubim  and  Seraphim 
Knew  memory  waking  in  God's  face, 

And  felt  the  Light  of  Lights  grow  dim  ; 
But  from  his  brow  the  shadow  flies 

When,  in  the  pause  'twixt  woe  and  woe, 
Two  friends  smiled  in  each  other's  eyes 

Because  they  loved  each  other  so. 

God  laughed  also.     Anew  they  sped 

Lightly  through  light  each  hierarchy, 
A  ringing  voice  from  skyward  said  : 

'  The  gloomy  shall  not  come  to  me ; 
Call  these  two  from  their  darkened  days 

And  bid  them  up  to  Heaven,'  It  cried, 
But  He  whose  ways  are  not  our  ways 

Knew  not  men  wept  more  when  these  died. 


10 


LOVE'S  MENDICANT 

WHAT  do  I  want  of  thee  ? 
No  gift  of  smile  or  tear 
Nor  casual  company, 
But  in  still  speech  to  me 
Only  thy  heart  to  hear. 

Others  contentedly 
Go  lonely  here  and  there  ; 
I  cannot  pass  thee  by, 
Love's  mendicant  am  I 
Who  meet  thee  everywhere. 

No  merchandise  I  make  , 
Thou  mayst  not  give  to  me 
The  counterfeits  they  take. 
I  claim  Him  for  Love's  sake 
The  Hidden  One  in  thee. 
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THE  EXTRAVAGANT  HEART 

Nor  to  the  awful  spaces  of  the  skies, 
But  to  thy  fields,  sweet  earth,  I  turn  my  eyes. 
Where  the  green  glory  of  the  grass  appears, 
Bind  thou  my  gaze,  O  earth,  a  thousand  years. 

Bring  back  the  people  of  my  heart  again 
With  me  to  dwell  upon  the  lovely  plain  ; 
Human  as  once  I  knew  them  :  even  with  tears 
Bind    thou    my   heart,    O    Love,   a    thousand 
years. 

Too   swiftly  from    the   sounds  of  waves   and 

woods 

We  are  borne  to  the  great  infinitudes, 
Before  I  learn  the  music  of  the  spheres, 
Breathe   'mid   the  reeds,  O  wind,  a  thousand 

years. 
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THE  EXTRAVAGANT  HEART 

Thrust  not  the   crown  on   me,  too  cold   and 

bright, 
The  high   built   towers  of  heaven  with  starry 

light; 

Dearer  my  cabin  in  the  dusk  appears, 
Be  warm  and  glow,  O  hearth,  a  thousand  years. 

O  foolish  spendthrift,  heart  extravagant, 
Thou,  who  devourest  Time,  art  still  in  want, 
Too  passionate  for  the  sweetness  of  the  years, 
Each  tear  is  bitter  with  a  thousand  tears. 


THE  MUSIC  OF  THE  SILENCE 

I  CANNOT  hear  the  trembling  speech  of  grass, 
Nor  the  shy  little  voices  of  the  wind, 
I  cannot  hear  the  happy  talk  doth  pass 
Between  my  friends,  nor  in  it  meaning  find. 
But  I  can  hear  earth's  voice  in  thunder  roar 
And  hear  its  storms  come  shouting  to  the  shore. 

I  longed  for  peace,  security  from  harms, 
For  those  I  love  the  sweet  untroubled  way ; 
I  live  in  apprehensions  and  alarms, 
My  very  understanding  goes  astray. 
Called  by  bewildering  voices  all  around, 
I  lose  my  way  on  every  road  of  sound. 

Most  delicately  did  I  tune  my  harp, 
For  I  was  given  power  upon  its  strings 
To  weave  a  universe  in  woof  and  warp, 
Out  of  its  sounds  came  all  created  things. 
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THE  MUSIC  OF  THE  SILENCE 

Now  it  speaks  discords  and  deformed  desires, 
Since  God  laid  heavy  hands  upon  the  wires. 

Break  down  my  outposts,  Earth,  with  clash  of 

war, 

The  game  is  rough  but  yet  I  have  no  fear, 
The  broken  instrument  can  never  mar 
The  perfect  melody  my  soul  doth  hear, 
Nor  boisterous  clamour  of  thy  armies  win 
To  where  the  Great  Musician  harps  within. 


TO  THE  DAUGHTERS  OF  ERIN 

YEAR  after  year,  from  south  and  north, 

From  east  and  west  the  tramp  of  men 
Rang  on  our  mother's  land,  and  forth 

To  battle  marched  her  sons  again. 
Year  after  year  we  raised  the  keen 

For  heroes  of  our  name  and  race. 
We  knelt  and  wept  for  what  had  been, 

All  Ireland  was  a  keening  place. 

The  nations  saw  our  mother  shamed, 

The  nations  saw  our  heads  bent  low. 
Nor  knew  that  in  our  hearts  untamed 

Fire  still  unquenchable  could  glow. 
With  downcast  eye  and  shrouded  head, 

Kathleen  Ni  Houlihan,  have  we 
Showed  to  the  world  thy  glory  fled, 

Our  beauty  marred  betraying  thee 
16 


TO  THE  DAUGHTERS  OF  ERIN 

Rise  from  your  knees,  O  daughters,  rise  ! 

Our  mother  still  is  young  and  fair, 
Let  the  world  look  into  your  eyes 

And  see  her  beauty  shining  there. 
Grant  of  that  beauty  but  one  ray, 

Heroes  shall  leap  from  every  hill, 
To-day  shall  be  as  yesterday, 

The  red  blood  burns  in  Ireland  still. 


IRELAND 

NONE  knows  my  state,  since  I  uncrowned  go, 
Nor  how  in  dreams  Love  makes  me  blossoming 

trees, 
Through  my  dumb  throat  makes  sweetest  songs 

outflow, 

And  gives  me  store  of  kingly  gems  also, 
The  amber  beads  and  carved  carnelian, 
I  keep  my  state  though  I  uncrowned  go, 

I  see  the  regal  train,  the  queen  sweeps  by, 
After  her  jewels  the  proud  sunshine  flies, 
We  are  left  dark,  oh  heart,  but  you  and  I 
Need  not  to  crave  that  curious  pageantry, 
For  here  within  the  fire  invisible 
Warms  all  our  house  and  Love  is  standing  by. 
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THE  ROADS  OF  HEAVEN 

GREAT  angels  very  stately 
Pass  by  me  to  and  fro, 

And  all  the  roads  of  heaven 
To  my  beloved  go. 

My  feet  take  hold  on  darkness. 
My  heart  is  shadowed  so, 

The  lightsome  roads  of  heaven 
To  my  beloved  go. 

Wait  for  me,  mighty  angels, 
With  painful  steps  and  slow 

I,  by  the  roads  of  heaven, 
To  my  beloved  go. 

Wait  for  me,  my  beloved, 
I  see  the  home  fires  glow 

Beyond  the  roads  of  heaven, 
And  to  my  own  I  go. 
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THE  ARMY  OF  THE  VOICE 

You  cannot  take  me,  ah,  I  will  not  go, 
To  what  strange  turmoil  will  you  carry  me 
On  the  strong  wings  of  the  enchanted  bow  ? 
The  tides  and  surges  of  your  savage  sea 
To  my  tired  spirit  are  an  agony. 

Broken  my  wings,  indeed,  I  cannot  fly. 
I  've  lived  in  the  low  valley  far  too  long. 
My  heart  tuned  to  the  seabird^s  lonesome  cry 
Can  give  no  echo  to  your  tireless  song, 
Voice  of  God's  armies  jubilant  and  strong. 

To  the  great  silences  in  dreams  I  go, 
Where  my  own  mountains  brood  eternally. 
World-old  the  heart  I  lean  my  heart  unto, 
Memories  of  battles  won  come  back  to  me, 
Arming  my  soul  for  battles  yet  to  be. 
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THE  AGE  OF  TIME 

WE  who  know  Time's  little  ways 
Crouch  here  hiding  from  the  days. 
We  have  reason  for  our  fears, 
Each  new  season  brings  new  tears, 
Curious  Time  goes  babbling  by. 
Lie  low,  friend,  don't  catch  his  eye. — 
What — he  sees  us,  out  and  shake  him. 
Faith  it 's  all  the  way  we  take  him, 
Time  is  any  age  we  make  him. 
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THE  NEGLECTED  ALTAR 

I  PRAYED  to  all  the  gods  I  knew. 

I,  in  my  littleness,  looked  up 
To  where  their  starry  banners  blew, 

And  drained  each  sacramental  cup; 
But  one  neglected  altar  stood, 

For  I,  with  deity  elate, 
Knowing  the  ritual  in  my  blood, 

Did  not  within  the  temple  wait. 

I  served  the  low  gods  and  the  high, 

I  swung  the  censer  night  and  day, 
But  to  that  goddess  I  passed  by 

I  must  an  anguished  tribute  pay. 
The  zone  about  the  heart  unbound 

Draws  all  her  arrows  unto  me, 
And  Love,  inflicting  wound  on  wound, 

Exacts  a  fearful  fealty. 


22 


AMERGIN 

I  BUZZ  in  the  dizzy  fly,  I  crawl  in  the  creeping 

things. 
I  croak  in  the  frog's  throat  and  fly  on  the  bird's 

wings. 

I  play  on  the  keys  of  the  brain,  a  thought  goes 
here,  goes  there  ; 

Bird  or  beast  it  has  bounds,  but  I  am  every- 
where. 

I  dip  in  the  pools  of  the  rocks  and  the  minnow 

plays  with  me. 
Finned  I  am  like  a  fish,  and   merry  children 

are  we. 

At    the   dumb    call   of  darkness   I  go    to   the 

ocean's  side, 
I  stand  on  the  docile  beach  and  bridle  the  eager 

tide. 
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AMERGIN 

The  fretted  waters  I  hold  in  the  hollow  of  my 

hand. 
From  my  heart  go  fire  and  dew  and  the  green 

and  the  brown  land. 
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THE  FAED  FIA 

WHEN  God  blew  all  His  clouds  apart 
Upon  the  height,  my  happy  heart 
Throbbed  to  that  pulsing  heart  of  love 
That  beats  in  rhythmic  fires  above. 

Transfigured,  for  a  moment's  space 
Thy  face,  beloved,  sought  my  face, 
And  then  God  bid  His  curtain  fall — 
Ah  !  have  I  lost  thee  and  lost  all  ? 

My  spirit  breathes  no  more  the  vast : 
Down  from  my  mountain  I  am  cast, 
To  feel  on  these  low  shores  again 
The  ever  breaking  waves  of  pain. 


THE  WINGED  ETERNITY 

WITH  little  measured  steps  I  go, 
My  road  is  dark  and  narrow  too. 
I  have  such  little  things  to  do, 
Such  very  little  things  to  know. 
But  who  is  this  outstrides  the  Sun  ? 
Who  sweeps  a  million  planets  by  ? 
Whose  feeble  footsteps  still  outrun 
The  racing  armies  of  the  sky  ? 

I  lured  the  wild  bird  to  my  heart, 
I  caged  him  in  the  room  of  time, 
In  vain  I  made  a  sunny  clime 
And  flattered  him  with  every  art. 
The  Winged  Eternity  within 
Flew  forth,  the  wild  bird  must  be  free, 
O  my  beloved  blow  the  thin, 
Chill  airs  of  immortality. 
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LONELINESS 

THEY  lift  me  up,  they  set  a  crown  on  me, 
Fold  upon  fold  their  love  enwraps  me  round. 

Beyond  them  all  I  strain  my  eyes  for  thee, 
Without    thy    crowning,    love,    I   am    un- 
crowned. 

Soft  dews  fall  round  me  but  my  heart  is  dry, 
I  stand  in  melting  sunlight  yet  am  cold, 

Lonely  across  the  world  to  thee  I  cry, 

Here  on  my  breast  thy  wandering   pinions 
fold. 
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HOMELESS 

I  ASKED  for  sunlight  and  a  long,  long  day 

To  build  my  little  home. 
Setting  an  altar  where  my  heart  might  lay 

Fire  ere  the  god  should  come. 

I  built  my  walls  with  patient  carefulness, 

Secure  and  small,  nor  knew 
A  wild  wind  straying  from  the  wilderness 

Had  sought  their  shelter  too. 

My  heart  woke  up  in  storms,  my  shelter  sweet 

In  ruins  fell  apart. 
Once  more  I  go  by  cruel  ways  to  meet 

The  ordeal  of  the  heart. 
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THE  NURSERY  OF  THE  HEART 

No  little  men  or  women  came 

To  the  soft  shelter  of  her  arm 
To  call  her  by  her  mother  name 

To  keep  them  safe  from  night  and  harm. 

But  to  her  glowing  love  came  sin, 

Humanity's  deformed  child, 
And  chill  young  sorrows  huddled  in, 

And  stunted  angers  rough  and  wild. 

How  could  such  feeble  things  have  laid 
The  giant's  causeway  down  to  hell  ? 

Sick  children,  come,  I  'm  unafraid, 

My  mother  hands  shall  make  you  well. 

Round  her  rekindled  fires  they  swarm, 
All  her  fantastic  girls  and  boys, 

The  nursery  of  her  heart  grows  warm, 
All  day  she  mends  love's  broken  toys. 
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THE  NECROMANCY  OF  THE 
PAST 

WHO  calls  me  from  the  milestone  track 
My  careful  feet  so  lamely  trod  ? 

Who  calls  one  who  is  running  back 
To  the  unmeasured  paths  of  God  ? 

O  children,  how  your  voices  ring. 

Your  young  enchantments  hold  me  fast, 
Your  eager  arms  around  me  fling 

The  necromancy  of  the  past. 


THE  TRYST 

I  COME  to  you,  blind,  hunted  creeping  things, 

I  come  your  way  ; 
Though  I  had  chosen  sun-sweet  air  and  wings 

And  the  blue  day, 
Now    through  the  clinging    darkness    I    must 

creep, 
Dim  citizens,  with  you  my  tryst  to  keep. 

I've  had  my  soaring  time,  my  long,  light  day. 

Shall  I  complain 
If  for  a  space  I  go  a  heavier  way 

In  bonds  and  pain  ? 

The  lords  of  life  know  neither  high  nor  low, 
The  heart  of  man  by  many  a  road  must  go. 
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THE  BELEAGUERED  HEART 

1  AH,  heart,  the  seasons  come  and  go. 
What  is  their  passing  unto  thee  ? 
How  canst  thou  heed  their  ebb  and  flow 

Who  hast  thine  own  chronology  ? ' 
4  Indeed,  indeed  I  close  my  door, 

The  revellers  make  such  a  din, 
But  wilful  memory  evermore 

Breaks  down  my  bars  and  enters  in.' 


A  DREAM 

YOUR  sun,  beloved,  shows  so  dim  and  grey 
Beside  the  light  I  lived  in  that  long  day  ; 
It  seemed  their  twilight  when  they  bid  me  go, 
Yet  it  was  morning  in  your  land  below. 

Ah,  the  heart's  heart  of  life  they  caught  me  to, 
Dear  half-remembered  ones,  was  I  with  you 
In  the  tall  pillared  palace  wide  with  light 
When  my  earth-lover  called  me  back  to  night  ? 

Though  memory  may  not  pass  the  mystic  gate, 
Great  ones,  ye  would  not  leave  me  desolate 
Because  ye  knew  that  I  indeed  must  go 
To  one  poor  human  heart  that  cried  below. 

Without  the  gates  ye  gently  guided  me, 
Dear    dark,    bright    home    veiled    close    from 
memory, 
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A  DREAM 

Where  the  deep  heart  beats  out  in  wondrous 

flowers 
Ye  laid  me  to  awake  to  mortal  hours. 

Flowers,  heart-beats  were    ye,  living    lips  and 

eyes 

Beloved  and  how  familiar,  no  surprise 
I  felt  when  I  awoke,  so  glad,  so  glad, 
Such  old  and  sweet  companionship  we  had. 

My  heart  oft  ached  over  the  dreaming  blue 
Of  our  earthflowers,  but  your  unearthly  hue 
Brings    no    heart-ache  but    peace   and    inward 

sight, 
Delicate  laughter,  magical  delight. 

Dark  and  more  dark  in  spite  of  all  you  say, 
Dear  human  lover,  grows  your  earthly  day, 
To  me  whose  heart  holds  still  the  jewelled 

light 
Of  my  star  garden  in  the  infinite. 
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THE  GREENLANDS 

I  WENT  up  the  Greenlands  at  the  Rosses  long 

ago, 
Running,    stumbling,  just   a   child,   small  and 

very  wise. 
It  was  well  I  came  from  heaven  to  see  the  blue 

bells  grow, 
And  the  bright   sun's  happy    thoughts  unfold 

before  my  eyes. 

I  was  new  to  human  speech,  few  human  words 

had  I, 
But  immortal  language  was  written  all 

around. 
Well   I   knew   the  message  of  the   earth   and 

sky 
And  the  short  sweet  flowers  that  grew  upon  the 

sandy  ground. 
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THE  GREENLANDS 

I  held  within  my  little  hands  the  keys  of  life 

and  death. 
From  every  leaf  and  blade  of  grass  an  old  sweet 

wisdom  came, 
And  in  my  heart  strange  flowers  sprang  up  with 

every  hurrying  breath, 
I  saw  Ben  Bulben  as  a  god,  amethyst  and  flame. 

IneversawtheGreenlandsfor  manya  heavy  year, 
For  I  grew  old  and  foolish  with  the  wisdom  of 

the  town. 
The  lofty  ways  of  dreaming  for  me  were  full  of 

fear. 
I  loved  my  cage  and  was  content  with  pacing 

up  and  down. 

My  soul  stole  to  the  Greenlands  all  in  a  dream 

one  night, 
I  saw  them  stretching  wide  and  fair  up  to  the 

gates  of  gold. 
I  saw  my  thoughts  in  quiet  flocks  move  upwards 

to  the  light, 
And  I,  their  shepherd,  went  with  them  to  an 

eternal  fold. 
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THE  GREENLANDS 

When  Death,  my  gentle  nurse,  shall  call  and  bid 

me  hasten  back 
On    the  high   path   the   bright  ones   trod    my 

feet  might  go  astray, 
But  down  by  Sligo  there  's  a  road  lies  near  the 

homeward  track, 
And  from  the  Greenlands  into  heaven  is  but  a 

little  way. 
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THE  ROADS  OF  THE  HEART 

I  WALK  within  my  heart  and  take 
The  roads  he  led  me  dear  and  dim 

To  where  a  fragile  house  I  make 
Of  broken  memories  of  him. 

Without,  they  build  me  marble  halls, 
They  call  my  comrades  near  and  far. 

O  heart,  more  dear  the  wavering  walls 
Where  all  thy  shattered  treasures  are. 


THE  HEART'S  LOW  DOOR 

O  EARTH,  I  will  have  none  of  thee. 

Alien  to  me  the  lonely  plain, 
And  the  rough  passion  of  the  sea 

Storms  my  unheeding  heart  in  vain. 

The  petulance  of  rain  and  wind, 

The  haughty  mountains'  superb  scorn, 

Are  but  slight  things  I  've  flung  behind, 
Old  garments  that  I  have  out-worn. 

Bare  of  the  grudging  grass,  and  bare 
Of  the  tall  forest's  careless  shade, 

Deserter  from  thee,  Earth,  I  dare 
See  all  thy  phantom  brightness  fade. 

And,  darkening  to  the  sun,  I  go 
To  enter  by  the  heart's  low  door, 

And  find  where  Love's  red  embers  glow 
A  home,  who  ne'er  had  home  before. 
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LOVE  IN  HEAVEN 

*  COLD,  cold  is  this  high  garden  of  the  Lord, 
This    Eden    guarded    by     Death's     swinging 

sword, 
And    chill    the    moonflowers    that    the    angels 

bear, 
I    miss   the  warm   blooms   that  on    earth    we 

wear.' 

4  Heaven's  youngest  child,  dear  nurseling  of  the 

sky, 

What  gauds  are  these  you  hold  so  tenderly, 
What  have  you  gathered  on  the  meads  of  Time, 
What  flowers  transplanted  to  this  rarer  clime  ?' 

*  Up  from  the  playing  fields  of  earth  I  bring 
One  flower  alone,  one  ruddy  blossoming, 
Its  like  I  see  not  in  these  fields  above, 

Its  sky  name  know  not,  but  earth  calls  it  Love. 
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LOVE  IN  HEAVEN 

*  Rose  warm  from  earth,  you   bring  the  stars 

among 
That  which  shall   keep  the  grey  old  heavens 

young. 

Only  in  clay  the  root  of  Love  can  grow, 
Only  in  heaven  the  flower  of  Love  can  blow.' 


IN  MEMORIAM 


M.   M. 


DEAR  anxious  heart,  of  service  emulous, 
In  pain  and  sacrifice  Love's  grace  who  sought ; 
Dear  fluttering  hands,  with  loving  tremulous, 
That  to  Love's  altar  many  a  treasure  brought  ; 
When  stilled  at  last  your  pleading  exigent, 
Those  kind  hands  quietly  folded  many  a  year, 
Fire  fell  from  heaven  on  me  who,  negligent, 
Had  brought  to  Love  no  sacrifice,  no  tear. 


THE  WIND  BLOWETH  WHERE 
IT  LISTETH 

MY  heart  lies  light  in  my  own  breast 
That  yesterday  in  yours  found  rest. 

Indeed,  beloved,  I  would  stay 
With  you  to-day  as  yesterday ; 

But  oh  !  the  being  comes  and  goes, 
The  spirit  is  a  wind  that  blows. 

Though  lip  to  lip  no  more  we  press 
Our  spirits  feel  that  tenderness 

That  woke  within  us  here  and  fled 
To  its  own  heaven  overhead. 

It  sits  there  in  a  starry  place, 
With  looks  of  longing  on  its  face, 
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THE  WIND  BLOWETH 

And  beckons  us  to  mount  and  find 
The  love  that  fled  upon  the  wind. 

Not  the  old  wayward  child  to  see 
But  some  bright-haired  divinity. 
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INCOMPLETENESS 

You   will    not    come   my  way,   dear,   do   you 
know 

You  set  me  on  my  pathway  long  ago  ? 
Holding  my  hand  you  bid  me  to  the  height, 

We  fared  together  to  a  wondrous  light. 

You  left  my  brooding  love  ;  my  lonely  breast 
Aches  on  uncomforted,  no  more  for  rest 

Leans  your  fair  head  above  my  dreaming 

heart, 
I  am  bereft  of  all  my  nobler  part. 

I  wander  on  without  the  eyes  to  see, 

If  I  go  up  or  down,  still  wanting  thee. 
You  go  alone  another  path  than  mine, 

But   always   upwards.      Well    I   know   they 
shine 
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INCOMPLETENESS 

Lights  of  the  soul  above  your  lovely  head, 
And  on  the  soaring  pathway  that  you  tread 

Rains  a  strange  radiance  from   that   heart  of 

fire, 
Lure  of  all  love,  desire  of  all  desire. 
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EXILE 

LOVE'S  self  I  sought  and  in  thy  heart 
I  thought  his  home  must  be, 
Though  all  his  storms  sweep  us  apart, 
My  homing  wings  to  thee 
Flutter  continually. 

Where  shall  I  find  thee  ?     To  and  fro 
Thy  homeless  bird  is  driven. 
For  ever  lonely  must  I  go 
From  every  shelter  riven, 
Wing-weary  under  heaven. 
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THORNS  OF  THE  HOLLY 

THE  red-berried  holly 

We  set  up  long  ago, 
In  tenderest  folly 

We  hung  the  mistletoe. 
Thorns  of  old  affection, 

Ye  pierced  us  through  and  through, 
Each  year  in  recollection 

We  pierce  ourselves  anew. 
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THE  MISTLETOE 

BURN,  Christinas,  burn  with  ruddy  glow, 

Thou  red  heart  of  the  year, 
Come,  cut  the  magic  mistletoe, 

The  Feast  of  Youth  draws  near. 
Old  Humourist,  still  evergreen, 

Draw  boy  and  girl  apart. 
Smile,  for  the  trick  is  old,  but  screen 

Shy  kiss  and  fluttering  heart. 
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THE  DESCENT  OF  THE  CHILD 

WHO  can  bring  back  the  magic  of  that  story, 
The  singing  seraphim,  the  kneeling  kings, 
The  starry  path  by  which  the  Child  of  Glory 
'Mid  breathless  watchers  and  through  myriad 

wings 
Came,  with   the   heaven    behind    Him    slowly 

waning, 
Dark  with    His  loss,   unto   the    brightening 

earth, 

The  young,  ennobled  star,  that  He,  so  deign- 
ing, 

Chose  for  the  heavenly  city  of  His  birth  ? 
What  but  the  heart  of  youth   can   hold    the 

story, 
The  young  child's  heart,  so  gentle  and   so 

wild, 

It  can  recall  the  magic  of  that  Glory 
That  dreamed  Itself  into  a  little  child. 
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THE  STAR  OF  THE  HEART 

THE  Star  has  risen  in  the  heart, 
The  sweet  light  flushes  every  part. 
The  shepherds  of  the  body  know, 
The  rumour  reached  them  long  ago, 
Abiding  in  the  fields  were  they 
When  Deity  informed  the  clay. 
The  wise  kings  of  the  mind  bow  down, 
They  yield  the  Wiser  King  His  crown  ; 
Before  a  cradle  they  unfold 
The  myrrh  and  frankincense  and  gold. 


THE  YULE  LOG 

4  CALL  out  and  bid  old  days  return 
And  set  the  Christmas  log  to  burn. 
If  the  sweet  mistletoe  you  scorn 
Love  barbs  the  holly's  roguish  thorn, 
In  exquisite  distress  shall  you 
Cry  out  the  homage  was  love's  due.' 

1  False  homage  and  exotic  pain, 
The  links  are  broken  in  the  chain, 
Old  days  cannot  return  again.' 

4  Ah,  yes,  beneath  the  heart's  roof-tree 
Meet  the  unbroken  family. 
Without  the  years  pile  up  their  snows 
And  icy  Death  a-hunting  goes, 
But  love  is  sanctuaried  here, 
Impregnable  to  every  fear. 
Call  out  and  bid  old  days  return 
And  set  the  Christmas  log  to  burn.' 
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THE  CRIB 

DAY  closes  in  the  cabin  dim, 
They  light  the  Christmas  candle  tall, 
For  Him  who  is  the  Light  of  all. 
They  deck  the  little  Crib  for  Him 
Whose  cradle  is  earth's  swinging  ball. 
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« THEY  FOUND  THE  YOUNG 
CHILD ' 

MOURN  not,  though  dark  and  sorrowful  thou 
art, 

Thy  sun  withdrawn. 
Hail  from  the  watching  hill-tops  of  the  heart 

The  tender  dawn. 
For  Thee  our  soil  and  sorrow  we  forget, 

O  Undefiled. 
For  still  the  hope  of  all  the  world  is  set 

Upon  a  Child. 
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THE  TAPER  OF  THE 
MISTLETOE 

WHO  lit  with  taper  of  the  mistletoe 

The  dark  room  of  the  year  ? 

Who  bade  Love's  Druids  ministering  go 

And  reared  an  altar  here? 

Whose  is   the  heart   beats  warm  beneath  the 

snow  ? 
O  happy  girl  and    boy  who   in   your   careless 

j°y> 

Have  here  adventured  on  enchanted  ground, 

Unto  the  wheels  of  life  ye  shall  be  bound, 

The  wizard  wheels  that  whirl  and  whirl  around. 

Breathing  her  magic  in  the  mistletoe 

The  Druid  earth  hides  laughing  in  the  snow. 

And  from  her  glowing  fire 

She  lights  the  taper  of  our  heart's  desire. 
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THE  CHILD  IN  THE  MANGER 

His  presence  set  the  skies  aflame, 
As  through  the  glittering  zones  He  came, 
The  Heavenly  Child  as  He  swept  by, 
Snatched  one  bright  bauble  from  the  sky. 
The  Magi  watched  the  heavens  afar, 
Saw  in  the  blue  a  starry  stranger. 
But  He  whose  playthings  planets  are 
Lay  innocently  in  the  manger. 
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